Snake Skin 


by Sythiern 


Category: Assassination Classroom/*s— $®°$*™a®n 

Genre: Hurt-Comfort, Supernatural 

Language: English 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2016-04-10 04:26:33 

Updated: 2016-04-25 05:25:13 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 19:46:02 

Rating: T 

Chapters : 6 

Words : 7,381 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: Nagisa Shiota is already struggling with gender dysphoria 
and his mother. However, when a snake bites him, the venom begins to 
mix in with his reptile-like blood lust, triggering a life-changing 
transformation. Will this make the young assassin we all know and 
love a true monster? Read to find out! Karma x Nagisa & Nagisa x 
Kayano 


1 . Change 

Everything felt as if it were in fire. His whole body seemed to set 
ablaze when Nagisa had woken up, after he restlessly struggled to 
sleep last night. All he felt was pain, but his throat was oh so dry 
that night so only silent attempts to scream were heard. 

Groaning with fatigue, he raises his head, only to come in contact 
with the sun rays that seeped through the tiny slit in the curtains. 
He squinted and finally arose to a fetal position, his mind running 
wild at what had happened yesterday. He felt it over and over again, 
a strange snake leaping from the unknown and striking his 
arm . 

"Gah." He flinched when his mind projected an image of the snake 
leaping at him, mouth agape and showing off its sharp fangs that dug 
into his skin. Nagisa had never seen a snake randomly attack, he was 
just walking to back from school. With a deep sigh, he collected 
himself and got changed into his casual uniform. He strolled up to 
the narrow mirror that sat in the corner of his room to do his tie. 
He strung it around his neck and began to loop the fabric in a 
specific order. 

As he looked up to see what the tie looked like, his neutral 
expression began to gloom, his lips forming a small frown. What he 
saw in the mirror was himself, of course, but his skin was... oddly 
pale. His right pupil seemed to have thinned out, forming a slit. 

He took his hands off his tie, placing his fingers on his cheek. 



"That's quite ... odd " He whispered. "Maybe the shock last night made 
me look paler than before?" That could be the case, but what about 
his eye? Surely that wasn't from the shock. A possible genetic 
mutation, perhaps? Alternate guesses ran through his mind, making his 
gut twist. 

"I shouldn't worry about this now, it's too early." He forced himself 
to seed that thought in his head so his anxiety wouldn't deepen 
further. Nagisa turned away from the reflection and walked towards 
his closed door, grabbing his book bag along the way. Hoisting it 
over his shoulder, he twisted the knob and pulled it towards him. The 
first thing he saw was his mother. She took notice of him 
aswell . 

"Good morning, Nagisa. Sleep well?" She asked warmly, with the boy 
replying with a grunt . 

"Mmhm...I guess.." He stumbled into the kitchen to drop bread in the 
toaster . 

"You guess? Had a bad dream?" The small teen could hear the worry in 
her voice. 

Thats a first. 

"Yeah. I barely remember it." A lie was created through his lips. His 
mother didn't react. She just knitted her brows at her kid. 

"Why are you wearing that?" She stands up, and the boy turned. He 
blinked with confusion. 

"It's my school uniform...?" But she grabbed his shoulders tightly, 
her dark expression already lingering. 

"My daughter should not be wearing a tie! Take it off." She reached 
to grab it, but Nagisa stepped back quick enough for her to swipe 
nothing . 

"Mom, please. Don'ta€"" 

"How DARE you defy me?! I buy the food you eat everyday, buy you 
fresh clothing to wear, and care for you, and all you've done for me 
was talk back! You are the child, and you must obey your parents!" 

She snarls, the dark expression masking her fully. Nagisa flinches 
when she unravels the tie and throws it. 

"Now off to school with you." She shoved his lunch into his chest and 
with that, he walked out of the house. Nagisa sighed and began his 
walk towards the mountain classroom. 

He arrived 10 minutes early and sat down, sliding his book bag beside 
his desk. Constant dysphoria was stabbing him in the back when he 
took a look at his reflection. His face was more oval than a circle; 
his jawline not as sharp. Nagisa turned away from the window to see a 
certain, yellow octopus beside him. 

"Something the matter, Nagisa-kun?" He asked, placing a tentacle on 
his head gently. The boy tried to avoid his teacher's gaze, but he 
always felt Koro-Sensei ' s eyes stare right through him. 



"I-It's nothing, sensei..." He deadpanned, placing a hand under his 
chin to prop it up. 

"Nagisa, if there is something bothering you, you must tell someone. 
Especially me." Koro-Sensei said softly. Nothing came from the small 
boy, but a squeak of surprise when a gust of wind blew past him as 
Koro-Sensei suddenly moved at Mach 20, stepping back. Nagisa saw a 
tall red-head wielding a anti-sensei knife, smiling devilishly. 

"Too slow, Karma-kun." Koro-Sensei mused, his face turning a mocking 
green striped expression, narrowing his white eyes. Karma lowered his 
knife and tucked it away in his pockets. 

"Ah, well, it was worth a shot. Your back was turned, though I 
couldn't resist." He spoke, his golden eyes wide, with a sinister 
smile planted on his face. The blunet saw his old friend stare at his 
chest, making the boy shift in his chair uncomfortably. 

"Where's your tie, Nagisa-kun?" Karma asked in a low voice, almost 
serious even. The teen flinched. Most of the classa€"scratch that, 
all of Class E knew the relationship between him and his mother, so 
why was Karma so surprised? However, before he could reply, a certain 
green-haired girl plopped down in the chair beside him, breaking the 
conversation between the duo. 

"Hey, Nagisa-kun!" She beamed, making him also want to smile, but 
alas, he couldn't. 

"Okay, everyone!" The class, including the two turn to the front, 
where their teacher stood. 

"Class is about to start!" 

It was almost time for training. Koro-Sensei was teaching a new 
lesson in mathematics. His words meant nothing however, to Nagisa. 

His brain seemed to have a wall to block out any knowledge the teen 
was attempting to learn. 

What was really irritating was the stinging in his eye. His right eye 
seemed to even twitch every now and then, which was making it even 
more difficult for Nagisa to focus. Even though math is one of his 
weak subjects, he usually can concentrate and do the work properly; 
though the blue-eyed boy just couldn't stop his eye from squinting 
rapidly. He felt himself grow frustrated, so he started to grip his 
pants; shaking about. 

"Nagisa-kun?" A voice whispers, though he already knew who it 
was . 

"K-Kayano . . . " He said through closed teeth. 

"Are you alright? You don't seem to be focusing, which is unlikely of 
you to do." She muttered, lowering her amber eyes. 

She knew. She must've. 

He noticed her eyes were trailing at his chest, and being 
self-conscious , he shifted a bit to the right. The taller of the pair 
seemed to hear her sigh, and turned back towards the yellow octopus, 
whose back was turned to write down a problem or two with the narrow 



stick of chalk that rested in his tentacles. He moved to the side so 
that the whole class could see. 

"Okay. I want you all to copy this question down, and answer it. Make 
sure you've shown your work and that it is completed for tomorrow's 
class." Koro-Sensei said, placing the chalk down on the blackboard 
ledge . 

Nagisa seemed to moan. 

He wasn't much of a fighter, believe it or not. Nagisa preferred 
brain over brawn, because he could never pull off being strong. He 
was scrawny; barely any muscle, but he knew how to move around the 
battle field, and use his skills to have the upper hand when bringing 
down an enemy. For training, the whole class was split into partners, 
one would wield an anti-sensei knife, the other would dodge. They 
would switch roles when Mr. Karasuma said so. Nagisa swiftly dodged a 
knife that was meant to tag him in the shoulder. He seemed a lot more 
into this than education. His partner, Sugino stepped to the side and 
jabbed the knife, but the smaller boy managed to manoeuvre his way to 
avoid it from touching him. 

"Jeez, Nagisa..." Sugino breathes, smiling slightly. "You're fast." 

He struck again, and Nagisa just ducked. 

"T-Thanks, Sugia€"" he saw the taller male slash, making Nagisa 
tumble slightly. However, the boy managed to collect himself and move 
to the side. The duo went at it for a couple more minutes, with 
Nagisa dodging every blow Sugino attempts to land on him. 

"Alright. Switch!" Mr. Karasuma shouts, and the two boys relax. 

Sugino passed his anti-sensei knife into Nagisa' s hand, and they 
begin . 

Nagisa paused, feeling sudden bloodlust rush through him. He glared 
at Sugino, whose eyes seem to go wide. 

It was then when Nagisa steps forward, and when Sugino begins his 
defensive stance, he felt a very eerie presence. As if, someones 
bloodlust had clouded over him. Suddenly he saw a snake wrap around 
him, constricting his movements. The boa's head finally appeared, 
glaring at Sugino with slitted, yellow eyes. It opened its mouth and 
when it was about to attack, Sugino felt something touch his 
shoulder. As he looked up, the snake head faded and the 
baseball-lover saw familiar azure eyes look down at him. It was when 
he noticed that he was on the ground, and Nagisa had the knife touch 
his shoulder. He gave him a cheerful smile. 

"Got you." He said softly, lifting his knife up. Sugino shook his 
head out of the daze. 

"H-How did you..." He knitted his brow with confusion. He had never 
experienced bloodlust so strong like that, even when they're just 
training. Especially from the person he least suspected. He waited 
for an answer from the shorter boy, but nothing came out of his 
mouth, just a mere shrug. 

From afar. Karma leaned against the tree, his eyes perking with 
interest . 



"Hm. I knew this would happen." 


2. Uncontrollable 

After school. Karma looked at the petite boy who was packing up his 
things. He observed what Nagisa did; how his bloodlust was lingering 
throughout the field, how swiftly he twisted his body behind Sugino 
almost inhumanly. It was almost like he was facing someone like 
Takaoka; the person who made him get down on his knees and apologize, 
then blow up the antidote in front of him, causing Nagisa to snap. 
Karma admitted; the boy had skill to take down a foe twice, three 
times the size of him. But what intrigued the scarlet-haired boy was 
Nagisa' s appearance itself. 

He seemed almost sick; he was pale as a ghost and his eyes seemed to 
be slightly bloodshot. Karma just strolled up to his friend and 
peered down at him. 

"Hey, Nagisa-kun." He greeted, earning attention from the blunet . 
Nagisa looked up at Karma, smiling. 

"Hello, Karma. What's wrong?" He broke his crouching position and 
stood up. 

"Ah, nothing. Just wanted you and I to walk home together." He said, 
obviously wanted to also learn more about Nagisa and his unusual 
behaviour. The boy returned a nod. 

"S-Sure!" He hoisted his book bag over his shoulders, one hand 
gripping the leather strap. Karma lead the way, and until the two 
were alone. Karma glared down at him. 

"So, at training...! saw what you did." He told him, making Nagisa 
straighten up abit at the memory. 

"Oh . . yeah . . . my bloodlust kind of gotten out of hand..." He scratched 
the back of his neck and looked to the side, trying to avoid his 
friend ' s gaze . 

"No offense, but I think your blood lust is beginning to become...! 
don't know, _uncontrollable_? " Karma added. Nagisa frowned slightly, 
turning turning to shoot Karma a cold glare. When he did so. Karma 
looked at his right eye, that looked slightly thinner than his left. 
He smirked, and suddenly lifted his arms to untie Nagisa 's hair, his 
signature pigtails dropping to his shoulders. Karma had to admit, he 
looked adorable when his hair was down. The smaller squeaked with 
surprise, his right pupil thin as a wire. 

"Karma!" He frowns, trying to style it back up. The red-head 
snickered and put his hands in his pockets, eyes glinting with 
amusement. Once he was finished, he huffed, his pupil now back to its 
original shape. 

"Don't do that..." He whined. 

"Why? You pull of either gender adorably." He said, continuing to 
smirk at the smaller boy from the side. The cerulean haired just 
looked to the ground, obviously embarrassed and self conscious. 



"Aw, don't be like that." Karma pouted, using his arm to hook onto 
Nagisa and pull him close. 


"Just, never do that again." He muttered coldly. Karma 
chuckled . 

"Whatever you say." 

When Nagisa arrived home, he dropped his things off on the 
counter . 

"I'm home." He called, taking off his shoes. It was a long day; he 
had truck-loads of homework to complete and they're not going to 
solve themselves. 

"Oh! Nagisa, I have just came back from shopping!" His mother's voice 
piped up. His heart began to sink. 

_0h no._ 

"I've gotten you a beautiful sundress! Come try it 
on ! " 

_Please . . . no . ._ 

"M-Mom, Ia€"" 

"Don't talk back to me and come here." She said sharply, cutting off 
Nagisa mid sentence. The boy sighed and walked into the room, seeing 
his mother holding up the sundress he wanted to wear. 

"And take those pigtails out, will you? You have such beautiful long 
hair; why keep it up all the time?" She places the dress on his bed 
and undid his hair. It flopped down and Nagisa was almost on the 
brink of tears as he was guided towards the mirror. 

"I have such a pretty daughter..." She whispered, and changed him in 
the sun dress. She adjusted it so it looked perfect, and forced her 
'daughter' to look back in his reflection. 

"M. .mom, I'm..." Tears rolled down Nagisa' s cheeks, his eyes trying 
not to focus on what was in front of him, but alas a hand grabbed his 
chin and forced him to stare back at his reflection. 

He looked like a girl, and his built up dysphoria started to grow. 
Nagisa felt uncomfortable and the urge to bawl was increasing. 

"Oh, don't cry, Nagisa-chan . . . " Her soft voice made him quiver, and 
he tightly gripped the fabric of the dress. 

_He is not a girl._ 

_Not ._ 

_A._ 

_**G I R L.**_ 

Suddenly his anxiety faded; and bloodlust began to form. It was so 
strong and thick, ghe boy felt as if he was suffocating. Panicking, 



he breathed heavily, though it did nothing to ease his dangerous 
killer instincts. 


And with that, Nagisa turned, his azure eyes now a bright teal. His 
pupils were thinner than ever, making him seem as if they didn't 
exist. His mother was taken aback at her kid's expression. 

Before she could protest, Nagisa jumped with incredible speed, mouth 
agape . 

He blinked open his eyes. Nagisa found himself on the floor, on his 
hands and knees. He was breathing heavily, but he tasted a very weird 
liquid in his mouth. It almost had the tang of copper. Then, it hit 
him . 

His mouth was drenched with fresh blood. 


3. Guilt 

There was so much blood. The red liquid stained the floors, including 
the attacker's uniform. Nagisa couldn't even move, as if his whole 
body was frozen in time. He raised his sleeve and wiped the blood off 
his chin, still tasting the horrible copper that lingered in his 
mouth. He didn't even want to turn around to find who he decided to 
mane. He did anyway, and his eyes dilated. 

His mother laid on the ground, knees curled up with her eyes wide at 
her child. Nagisa 's eyes scanned her, and saw that her hand was 
clutching her shoulder, which had red dripping down her 
skin . 

"_Y . . . you . . ._" Hiromi was speechless at her son's wild and primitive 
actions. So was Nagisa himself. He would never hurt his mother, not 
even yell at her any more aggressively, but this... this just made him 
want to gag. He felt sick. 

"You bit me..." Her face was twisted into a nasty scowl. She got up, 
no longer caring about her wound, the blood dripping from her arm and 
onto the floor. She stormed towards him and grabbed his arm 
roughly . 

**"You ungrateful little ****_shit !_**** Is this how you treat your 
mother now?! Biting her until she's no longer breathing?!"** She 
slapped his cheek, making him squeak out with pain. His mom never 
slapped him. She only just grabbed his hair, but she never touched 
him or hurt him physically. Her other hand was spread apart, nails 
digging into his sensitive skin, making it hurt twice as 
much . 

"M-Moma€"" he felt her hand meet his cheek again, the spot turning 
redder with each slap as it started to get more harder and rougher. 

He began to cry. His eyes couldn't stop leaking with tears, so 
couldn't his body stop shaking after what he had done to his mother. 
And the shape of the wound, oh god. It had two holes that dug deep 
into her skin. Nagisa didn't think he could made only 2 holes instead 
of an actual human bite wound. 

"Go to your room. I've just had about enough of you." She pushed him 
away, and behind him, he heard a light chuckle. 



"You're lucky you didn't get anything worse. You are my precious 
daughter, after all." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He felt that horrible feeling strike him like a needle. Nagisa 
couldn't even explain it. This feeling of unsettling bloodlust is 
worrying him to the point where his body temperature begins to drop. 
He rubs his arms to create some type of warmth. <p> 

He's still freezing. 

Nagisa dove for his bed and curled in the bed sheets, his teeth 
beginning to chatter. Since when was his home so cold? Even with the 
mass amount of blankets covering him, he is still cold. His anxiety 
started to climb again, his heart pounding so hard it may as well pop 
out of his chest. Deciding to go to the bathroom, he got out of bed, 
his temperature dropping rapidly. He locks the door and lifts his 
head to the mirror. His eyes went wide. 

>His slitted eye was now a brighter azure, tints of red surrounding 
his pupil. Nagisa raised a hand to stroke his cheek, only to come in 
contact with something bumpy. He withdrew his hand quickly at the 
weird texture and leaned forward to get a closer look.<p> 

Blue and green scales surrounded his right eye, some scattered on his 
cheek . 

"_What ' s happening to me . . . ?_" He rasped, realizing his teeth looked 
slightly sharper. He ran his tongue underneath them to flinch from 
the sharpness. Struggling to calm himself, he grabs his phone and 
shakily starts to dial a number. 

Karma ran as fast as he could to Nagisa 's home. He received a text 
message from him, informing the red head that he was not well and 
that he needed to come as soon as he could. Karma knew that it was 
probably another fight with his mother, so he stormed over there, 
face twisted into a snarl. How dare she force Nagisa to become 
someone he isn't. Karma bolted faster when he got closer and turned 
to knock on Nagisa 's door. As the door opened. Karma's expression 
eased slightly when he though it was Nagisa. 

Though he frowned deeply when his blasted mother answered it. She 
blinked at him. 

"Can I help you?" She asked softly. Karma grit his teeth with 
impatience . 

"I'm a friend of Nagisa' s. I forgot that we needed to work on a 
project together." He said bluntly, hiding his urge to scowl. The 
woman's gentle gaze quickly began to gloom. 

"Ha€"She's been a bad **girl**. Visit another tia€"" 

"No. I'm sorry, but this project is due tomorrow and Nagisa is a 
_boy_, thank you." Having enough of this banter and it was wasting 
the red-head's time, so he shoved past her, smiling when his back was 
turned. He ran to what he assumed was Nagisa 's room. 


"Nagisa?!" He pounded on the door, until he realized it was open. 



Karma pushed it, seeing a small lump under the covers. He slowly 
approached it, a huge blast if heat hitting him. Jesus, his room was 
hot. Karma had to choose whether to guess that he was asleep or 
awake. As gently as he could manage, he shook his exposed shoulder, 
only for the lump to stiffen, and suddenly. Karma's arm was grabbed. 
He smiled when he saw azure eyes glow from the darkness the blankets 
gave them. 

"Hello to you too." He greets, and his friend's eyes soften. Nagisa 
removed his iron-grip on Karma, and the lump slowly shifted. He saw 
Nagisa rise up, but the blankets were pulled over and around his face 
so it looked like he had a gown on. 

"K-Karma-kun . . . " A hoarse whisper came from the covered up boy, and 
he responded with a slight tilt of his head. 

"Yeah?" 

"P-Promise me something." 

"I'm not really good at making promises, but 
alright . " 

"Please ... don ' t _run away_ from me." And with that. Karma saw Nagisa 
pull off the blankets, exposing his hair that was no longer in 
pigtails; but down and wild. He turned to face the red-head, only for 
Karma to widen his eyes slightly. 

Nagisa 's eyes were a bright, azure; the brightest Karma has ever seen 
them. So illuminated that he could consider them almost glowing. His 
right eye was spiraling with scales, a small patch of them on his 
cheek. Nagisa frowned and turned away, not baring to see his friend, 
especially Akabane _Karma_. 

"I... I'm a monster, aren't I?" His voice was quivering, almost as if 
he were about to cry. Karma was speechless. He didn't know how to 
take this. 

"I-I don't want this to ruin our friendship, bua€"" 

"Nagisa. _Stop that._" Karma growled, and the smaller turned to him 
quickly . 

"You're no monster. Even if you think you are, you're not. Do you act 
like one?" He asked hardly, staring at Nagisa with narrowed eyes. He 
shook his head. 

"N-No ..." 

"There's your answer. Besides, you're so innocent you can't even act 
like one." Karma said playfully, chuckling. Nagisa still had an 
unsure expression planted. 

"But... what about our friendship?" This question cut off Karma's 
chuckle, and he scoffed. 

"Do you actually think some ... scales and weird ass eyes could ruin 
our friendship? Then you're _wrong,_ Nagisa-kun." He replied. "Your 
eyes actually make you look intimidating. A great skill for an 
assassin, even if you can determine if you want them to be scary or 



not." The cerulean haired looked up and smiled, showing off his 
slightly sharp teeth. 

"Thanks, Karma-kun." 


4 . Bond 

Karma watched as Nagisa slowly climbed out of his bed, comfortable 
with Karma's presence. He had a baggy t-shirt and boxers that were 
abit big, despite them being a small. He plopped down across from 
Karma and shyly looked away. The taller chuckled. 

"So, how did you get those scales and weird eyes, hm?" He questioned, 
making the smaller shift uncomfortably. Karma didn't expect a reply 
from him, especially if it's too personal. He shrugged it off, tying 
to change the subject. 

"You coming to school tomorrow, or are you gonna skip?" And with 
that. Karma saw Nagisa 's scales bolden, striking upward. 

"I... I.." He stammered, unable to come up with a legit reply. Nagisa 
wasn't sure how his classmates would take his reptile-like 
attributes. Would they be intimidated? Scared? He wasn't sure. This 
whole thing was messing with his emotions, so they were rapidly 
bouncing . 

"I don't know..." He admitted. Maybe he could put some make-up on to 
conceal the scales? But what about his eyes? And his teeth? Nagisa 
felt frustrated and felt his lips curl in a hiss, then squeaking and 
covering his mouth, realizing what he had just did. Karma looked 
amused, his eyes shining. 

"Having trouble containing that side of you, hm?" He smirked, leaning 
back with his arms as support. Nagisa blushed with 
embarrassment . 

"I-I don't even know what side I'm suppose to be containing! What am 
I turning into...?" He whispered, looking into Karma's eyes for his 
view on this . 

"Well, the most obvious answer is a snake, because of your 
blood-lust. You may not know this, but that time when you and Sugino 
were duelling, he tensed up because of your snake blood-lust. It 
feels as if it's crushing you, and striking at any moment." Karma 
explained, leaving Nagisa almost speechless. 

"Oh... I never knew my blood-lust could have that effect on people, 
even my classmates.." He muttered, placing his hands in his lap. 

Karma crossed his arms. 

"Everyone has a different type of blood lust. Don't fuss about it." 

He gets up, and the smaller quickly follows. 

"It's late. I'll see you tomora€"" he feels a slight tug on his 
shirt . 


"W-Wait ! " The scarlet-haired blinked at him blankly, then smirked 
when he saw the desperation in his friend's eyes. 



"What? Still need me?" He muses, his smile widening at Nagisa's 
surprised expression. 

" I ... nevermind ... " He muttered, making Karma straighten 
abit . 

"Alright. See ya." He waved him off and exited his room. Nagisa 
flopped on his bed, feeling slightly better when Karma had arrived. 

He looked up at the ceiling, his eyes slowly dropping from fatigue 
gnawing at him. Feeling relaxed, the smaller fell asleep with a small 
smile on his face. 

a€" 

Nagisa awoke with a sudden burning pain in his leg. He hissed, his 
face scrunched up with agony. He sat up and tried to bare through it, 
but hell it was tough. It felt as if your leg was slowly being burned 
by red, hot lava. As he stood up from his bed, he realized he had to 
go to school looking like... this. Panic surged through him, replacing 
the pain he once felt. 

"Maybe I could cover up the scales with... some of mom's make up?" He 
wondered aloud, considering the thought. He turned towards the door 
that lead out towards the kitchen. He peeked through the small 
opening to see nobody around. With a small pull of the door, Nagisa 
walked silently towards his mother's bedroom, observing that she was 
still asleep. He darted towards the bathroom without making the floor 
creak in any way. As soon as he was inside, he shuffled through her 
make-up kit, trying to find the concealer. 

"Ah!" He whispered went he fished it out of the pink bag and stuffed 
it in his pocket. Slowly zipping up the bag, he opened the door and 
slunk out of his mother's bedroom. He began to beam with victory; he 
made it without being caught. Like an assassin. And with that 
accomplished, he left the hallway for his room, and closed the 
door . 

He started to undress, feeling dysphoria hit him in the gut when he 
saw his chest. It disgusted him, he was made wrong. Even though he 
had a very small torso, it still hurt seeing the breasts. He was 
always a boy, but his biological female parts said otherwise. Huffing 
with irritation, he grabbed his binder and slipped it on. As soon as 
he was dressed in his usual attire, he went into his bathroom with 
the concealer gripped tightly in his hand. He turned on the lights, 
and opened the cap. Nagisa wasn't a huge fan of make-up, but he had 
no other choice. Lightly dabbing his index finger onto the 
skin-coloured top, he started to rub it over his scales. Slowly, he 
began to layer it until he could no longer see it. 

"There ... let ' s hope this works..." He muttered, and washed off his 
finger and popped the cap back on the concealer. Slinging his bag 
over his shoulder, he headed towards his bedroom door and 
exited . 

a€" 

Nagisa was relieved when he was the first in the classroom. He 
hurried to his desk, only to hear a shuffling behind him. 


"Ah, Nagisa-kun." 


The smaller stiffened at the voice, turning to his 



target, Koro-Sensei. The yellow octopus stared at him. 


"H-Hey, Koro-Sensei..." He replied stiffly. The yellow octopus 
shuffled towards him, his usual smile still planted on his 
face . 

"My, my I see you have your tie on." He observed, raising a tentacle 
towards his chest. Nagisa sighed with relief; thank god he didn't 
notice anything. 

"Y-Yeah...my mom didn't want me wearing it.." 

"If that is the case, I suggest you and I have a talk while we wait 
for the other students to arrive. Come." Koro-Sensei turned to exit 
the room, with Nagisa hesitant on wether he should go or not. His 
secret could be revealed, and even worse his mother would be 
notified . 

He tugged on his grey pants and shrugged his shoulders shyly. Why 
must he talk? Should he reveal it to his teachers? 

"Nagisa? Are you coming?" The distant voice of the octopus sliced his 
thoughts, with Nagisa still unsure. But, he knew deep down that it 
was time he, Mr. Karasuma and Bitch-Sensei should know the 
truth . 

"Koro-Sensei?" Nagisa squeaked out, his throat dry from the anxiety 
that consumed him. He looked up to see his teacher looking down at 
him . 

"There is something you should know about me." 


5. Truth & Suspicion 

"What is it, Nagisa-kun?" He waited patiently for an answer, folding 
his tentacles neatly over one another. Nagisa breathed deeply, and 
exhaled. He wasn't sure how Koro-Sensei would react to this, though 
he hoped it was a positive response. He looked at his teacher right 
in the eyes, and took another deep breath. 

"I... I was originally born a girl." He blurts, quickly cowering abit . 
Though, as soon as those words left his mouth, Nagisa felt weights 
lift off his chest. It felt good. The octopus seemed to be at a 
standstill, his face not shifting from his angry, black or red 
color . 

"Nurfufu~I'm glad you trust me enough to tell me. You're a wonderful 
student, Nagisa-kun, and that will not change a thing. Are you 
planning to tell the class?" He questioned. Nagisa just looked to the 
side and folded his hands into his lap. 

"I... I'm just afraid of their reaction. What if they see me more as a 
girl then a guy because I was born biologically female?" Koro-Sensei 
seemed to nod in consideration. 

"I'm sure everyone is on board, Nagisa. They are your fellow 
classmates, and you all have been through so much together; it would 
be dreadful to see that bond snap." He points out, making the smaller 
feel a bit better about the outcome. Nagisa smiled gently. 



"Thanks, Koro-Senseia€" " a tentacle was placed on his shoulder, 
making his smile disappear. 

"Is there anything else you want to tell me?" The alien's tone was a 
tad serious now, and Nagisa must've shown him his pointed teeth when 
he smiled. 

Shit . 

"N-No..." He said quickly and turned, making the yellow tentacle 
raise off him. The young assassin rushed to his seat and tapped his 
foot to wait for the rest of his classmates to come in. As he 
side-glances towards the doors, his eyes catch a familiar red-head. 
Karma seemed to notice him and Nagisa shivered at his gaze. 

"Hey, Nagisnake." He mused, making the cerulean haired curl his lip 
when others looked to his greeting. 

"Karma..." He warned, narrowing his eyes, which didn't seem to scare 
the taller even the slightest bit. It only fed his smug smile to 
grow . 

"Come on, you have to admit it was pretty well thought out." He said, 
tilting his head to the side. Nagisa just huffed. 

"Just not when everyone is here. They'll start suspecting something's 


"Suspecting what?" The duo faced a certain blonde who sat at the pair 
of seats vertically from Nagisa. She looked at him with a curled fist 
placed under her cheek, grinning something similar to 
Karma ' s . 

"N-Nothing!" Nagisa waved his hands infront of him, eyes wide. Rio 
just chuckled in response. 

"You sure, or are you thinking about wearing my skirt again~" 

"We've just talked about that!" 

"But you have to admit, you look good in a skirt." Karma joined in, 
making Nagisa become a flustering mess. Why must he add things like 
that? Nagisa probably looked like a huge idiot right now with his 
face burning up. 

"N-Not you too ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>After English with Bitch-Sensei, everyone gathered at the field, 
standing around their gym instructor . <p> 

"This game is all about stealth and complete awareness to your 
surroundings." Karasuma-sensei informed when Class-E was around him 
with open ears. He raised a hand, that was coated in a red 
paint . 

"The game is simple; survive without being tagged. I will tag you by 
stamping my hand on your clothing." His other hand held a shirt. 



which he placed his hand onto, releasing it to see a red hand-print. 
Mr. Karasuma looked at his students. 

"You've all been training hard. It's time to see if your skills have 
paid off." As he said that. Karma tilted his body towards Nagisa, his 
eyes still on his teacher. His blue eyes scanned his bronze ones; 
that were gazing out into the distance. 

"This is where your little snake skills will come into play." He 
whispered, making the smaller whip his head to him. Since when was 
Karma so obsessed with his ... snake .. abilities ? 

"I-I don't think that will happen. Besides, I don't even know what I 
can do with... these abilities and I don't want to find out." He 
muttered timidly. Karma gave a light snicker. 

"If you insist." He leaned away from Nagisa 's side and the blue-eyed 
male sighed, looking towards the forest Class E was about to dash 
into. As he thought that, he saw his classmates stand up, and a 
whistle was blown, triggering Nagisa 's legs to bolt towards the 
trees. Blood pounded in his ears; and he started to run. As he and 
his classmates fled, a weird sensation brush against his core. It 
made him feel as if he had no boundaries, allowing him to roam the 
forest freely. As he set foot on the new terrain, he felt his heart 
pound, as if it had given him an energy boost. 

He could feel the sudden power in his legs as he sprinted through the 
trees, bounding up and under obstacles. He stopped for a split second 
to see if anybody was behind him, and thankfully, nobody was. When he 
stopped to breathe, he felt his phone vibrate. He fished it out of 
his pocket and saw the face of his fellow digital classmate, 

Rit su . 

"Three out of thirty caught." She announced, showing the faces of the 
unlucky trio. Nagisa hissed through clenched teeth. This game is 
already getting heated. 

"This is bad. Two minutes in and three have already been caught." He 
whispered, tucking away his phone back into his pocket. Nagisa 
concluded that he couldn't stay in one spot; for he could be one of 
Mr. Karasuma 's next victims. Standing up, he returned to running away 
from the hunter. Nagisa knew that if he were caught now, he wasn't 
good enough. His skills would lack a pro's. 

"Just focus, Nagisa..." He puffed to himself, latching onto a tree 
branch and hoisting himself up to a sturdy branch up high. The 
smaller breathed carefully as he scanned his surroundings. To his 
surprise, he sees amber eyes staring back at him to the tree across 
from him. As he lifted his head, he noticed green hair that followed 
when the pair of eyes turned. 

"Kayano." He sighed with relief. She was still in. Thank goodness. He 
and Kayano were good friends, and she had the skills of an assassin, 
no doubt. He looked up...er, down to her as a fellow classmate and a 
dear friend. She had a similar smile to his; sweet and innocent; 
seemingly fragile until you realize they have you in a mental 
checkmate. When that happens, it's game over. Letting his own 
thoughts run wild, he hears a nearby yelp. Shooting upwards, his 
initial reaction was to jump out of the tree, which was a bad idea as 
he did so out of panic. 



Nagisa felt himself fall to the ground, grunting as dirt brewed up 
around him. He coughed, raising his head. He pushed himself to his 
feet and stumbled slightly as he started to quicken his pace. He 
needed to find a hiding spot, and fast. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Karma waited lazily on a tree branch, his arms folded over his 
head. He hasn't moved since, and yet here he is; still untagged and 
calm as a currentness pond. Even if he wasn't tagged yet, he still 
remained sternly alert. Mr. Karasuma is a crafty son of a bitch; and 
he could sneak up on Karma if his observations weren't as effective. 
Still, he couldn't help but wonder what his little snake was 
doing . <p> 

Little snake . . . 

He smirked at the nickname he gave Nagisa. Slowly, his friend was 
becoming a fearsome serpent based off his bloodlust. It, however 
scared Karma abit, knowing that the calm and timid boy he had met in 
Class D was dissolving into the boy who had the stone-cold glare of a 
snake; and possibly, the personality of one. 

"Hm. Quite strange, yet very interesting at the same time." He 
thought aloud, bouncing his leg over his knee. Just as he was 
beginning to relax, he heard the sound of a bush rustle, and still 
not dropping his alertness, turned to it. Karma peered to where he 
thought it had come from. He suspected it was Nagisa, but he froze 
when he saw two, cloaked figures running ahead. The scarlet-haired 
chuckled . 

"Let's ditch this game and play a round of cat and mouse, shall 
we?" 


6 . A Game Ends 

Karma narrowed his eyes in the direction of the two mysterious men. 

He could tell if someone was acting fishy or not, and these two 
played the part. The scarlet haired continued to eye his prey from 
above, keenly observing his surroundings incase Mr. Karasama decided 
to interfere with him. The coast was clear, and Karma leaped from his 
hiding spot and followed the two men casually. He didn't really care 
if they saw him, he could snap their necks if he wanted to. 

But he needed answers, first. Why were these two wandering around? 
They looked like they were up to something, and Karma just couldn't 
resist following them. He continued on their trail until he saw the 
two walk into an abandoned building deep within the forest. He raised 
a brow curiously; the old hospital has been abandoned for decades. 

Why would such people be interested in a dump like this? Karma had 
now lost his sense of curiosity. Turning on his heel, he began to 
walk back to his spot. 

As he was climbing, he saw familiar blue pigtails sticking up from a 
bush . 


"Hey, Nagisa-kun!" Karma yelled, making them squeak at the sudden 
response. His pigtails were now fluffed up abit, like a cat whose 



been sprayed with water. Nagisa peeked out from the bush, his face 
red with embarrassment. 


"K-Karma-kun ! " He stammered quietly, eyes wide with fear. His hands 
were tucked to his sides, curled into fists. Karma had to admit, he 
looked pretty cute when he's flustered. The taller mused from his 
branch, crossing a leg over his knee. 

"Why are you in that bush? I can see your blue hair from a mile away; 
and so could Mr. K." He points out, making the smaller 
cringe . 

"Aah-I didn't know they were showing ... j- just trying to..." He 
continued to stutter his words, making them almost unclear to Karma. 
He knew that Nagisa was shy and all, but damn was he nervous. What 
was up with him? 

"Why don't you come up here and chill with me?" He patted the branch, 
which had space for a second person. Nagisa nods, slinking towards 
the tree and climbed up. He hoisted himself beside Karma and 
sighed . 

"Thanks." He smiled his famous, innocent grin, his slightly sharp 
teeth glinting. 

"Ah, it's not a problem. Snakes need to hide in trees 
anyway . " 

"K-Karma! That's not funny! Stop referring to me as a snake!" 

"How can I not? You look like one." He added, gently pressing a 
finger onto Nagisa' s cheek. The smaller seemed to stiffen at the 
action, fingers wrapped around his arms. Karma didn't seemed fazed by 
it . 

"Something the matter?" He asked curtly, his eyes scanning for any 
sort of spike in Nagisa' s expression. However, as he looked, the 
smaller 's head seemed to snap upward, his mouth slightly agape along 
with his eyes going wild with surprise. Karma whipped his head 
towards the direction his friend dazed at, and saw Mr. Karasuma 
speeding towards them. Nagisa squeaked and quickly jumped out of the 
tree, leaving Karma alone. As his teacher got closer, the delinquent 
chuckled and hopped off his branch, before grabbing another down 
below and swinging his form away from Mr. Karasuma. 

"So long, teach!" He saluted the man with a quick swipe of his 
fingers. Mr. Karasuma gave him a sharp nod of his head in respect, 
and darted off into the forest beyond. Karma smirked. 

"Too sweet; he let me go." He mused, shoving his hands in his pockets 
casually while taking small strides into the forest. 

The game finally ended. Only 10 people were left, the rest fell 
victim to Mr. Karasuma and his red markings. Everyone was exhausted, 
hot breathes and the reek of BO filled the hair, making Karma 
slightly uncomfortable. He wasn't tired at all, to be honest. Being 
in a tree for most of the game couldn't do much of a work 
out . 

"Nurufufu~How did they do, Mr. Karasuma?" The tired faces of Class-E 



turned to a certain yellow octopus, who seemed to be beaming towards 
the students with pride. 

"They did well, I should say. Even if they were caught, some managed 
to outsmart me and manoeuvre their way around the forest to get away. 
Like real assassins. I am quite proud." He told him, folding his arms 
over his chest before quickly trying to stab Koro-Sensei with a 
hidden knife. Though with his Mach 20 speed, Koro-Sensei grabbed the 
blade with a cloth. 

"That's great news. It seems your training may push them towards the 
goal of killing me sooner." He said, turning to his students. Karma 
thought about those two men, whom weren't all who they seem to be. 
Something was up. Could they be after something, someONE? Oh, the 
thought of killing them with his own hands was making the 
delinquent's lips twitch into a grin that was showing off his small 
canines. A light tap on the shoulder made him turn quickly, hearing a 
squeak from the tapper. 

"K-Karma . . . are you feeling okay?" Nagisa asked, voice hinged with 
concern. The scarlet haired erased his smile, only smirking 
slightly . 

"Little snake is worried about me? How precious. And to answer your 
question, I'm alright. No need to worry." He replied, making Nagisa 
look into his eyes for a couple seconds before pulling 
away . 

"O-Okay..." He said uncertainly, placing his hands in his lap, head 
drooping abit . The bell sounded the end of the school day, and as the 
smaller watched Karma rise up to leave, Nagisa couldn't help but bite 
his tongue. 


End 
f lie . 



